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yard on Thursdays, and goes to Weymouth with his wife.
She's a very nice person, his wife is; she"—once more he threw
one of his most searching glances up and down Friary Lane,
for he was evidently extremely unwilling to be caught by Jenny
in her house, though the connection between the two abodes
was still kept open—"She," he went on, "is very interested in
gold fish. She keeps them in a tank. They know her. They
come to her. You would like to see some golden fish, wouldn't
you, little girl ? The Romans had aquariums of gold fish. Did
you know ihat\ And the Americans too, I understand, are
very fond of them."
When they were inside and the street-door was shut, Wizzie
saw that the backdoor at the end of the passage was wide open.
This door led into the yard between their houses and it was
clear that Jenny, in spite of their quarrel, had refrained from
fastening it.
"I saw you from my front window," he murmured, whisper-
ing the words as if he were in church and looking wistfully
through the half-open dining-room door at his old place by
the fire, "and I knew she wasn't in, for I'd watched her go
out."
Wizzie, holding her child tightly by the hand and anxious
to get her safely upstairs, was all the same not quite impervious
to this picture of Mr. Cask taking advantage of the early closing
to watch his old friend's out-goings and incomings from his
bachelor window. She surveyed the Roman physiognomy
before her with more sympathy than usual The horse-
smell and horse-warmth that were still in her nostrils seemed
to lend themselves to intercourse with this simple-minded
man.
"He's got no one, now Jenny's turned against him," the girl
thought, and in her present softened mood she was aware
of a faint impulse to be nicer to Claudius than she'd been before.
She felt he caught this softening in her, but she was unprepared
for his next move.
"Come in a minute while you're waiting for her," he whis-
pered earnestly; and then added humbly: "I'd like this little
miss to see my airplane."
Normally Wizzie would have made an excuse and taken the
child upstairs; but her experiences that morning had left her
tender to any emotional appeal.

